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WAR  IN  CHINA. 


SCENE  I. 

The  Royal  Gardens  of  Chusan  —  lamps  half  down  —  r.  h.  a 
high  wall  —  in  the  centre  of  gardens  a  pagoda  or  temple  — 
L.  h.  a  grove  of  trees — .flowers  scattered  over  the  scene — . 
moonlight.  —  As  curtain  rises,  Timothy  Gosling  discovered 
sitting  on  the  wall,  R.  h.,  looking  into  the  garden.  [Music, 

Gos.  I  think  it’s  all  right,  and  I’ve  a  great  mind  to  jump 
down.  Mr.  Block !  ( 

[Ben  Block  appears  on  the  top  of  the  wall,  and  pushes 
Gosling  over  into  the  gardens. 

Gos.  [  Who  falls  heavily .]  Murder!  Murder!  don’t! 

Ben.  [  Jumping  down  and  forcing  his  tobacco-box  into  his 
mouth.]  Tell  me,  you  ugly  lubber!  you’ll  bring  down  the  ene¬ 
mies’  Beet  upon  our  broadsides  ;  another  word,  and  I’ll  make 
you  swallow  my  ’bacco  box  ! 

Gos.  What,  pigtail  and  all1?  Ugh  !  don’t  Mr.  Block! 

Ben.  Mister  Block!  I  ain’t  no  Mister.  How  often  have  I 
told  you  my  name ’s  Block  1  plain  Ben  Blocks  so  don’t  give  us 
any  more  of  your  land-lubber  Misters. 

Gos.  Very  well  ;  I’m  sure  I  don’t  want  to  offend  you,  Mr.  — 
( Ben  threatens )  —  plain  Ben  Block,  I  mean!  ( Looks  round  the 
garden.)  She’s  not  here  tho’,  is  she  1  and  she  promised  to  be 
at  that  pagoda  to  night ;  I  know  the  spot :  the  willow-pattern 
on  our  plates  and  dishes,  in  the  Poultry,  201,  London. 

Ben y  Mayhap  the*ycmng  woman  has  mistook  the  time  :  she’ll 
be  here— that  is,  if  she  don’t  forget  or  change  her  mind  !  These 
women  are  queer  craft  to  handle  —  always  shifting  their  wind  : 
you  never  know  how  to  grapple  ’em  ;  —  and  I  s’pose  these  Chi¬ 
nese  gals  are  like  all  t’other  sort, 
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Gos.  That’s  just  what  I  want  to  find  out,  and  it  makes  me  so 
anxious  to  see  Miss  Hyson  Blossom  again  to-night1?  We’ve 
often  met  when  I  could  steal  out  ot  the  ship.  It  I  can  but  per¬ 
suade  her  to  elope  with  me  to  England!  only  fancy  what  custom 
she’d  bring  to  our  shop,  in  the  Poultry,  201,  London!  what  a 
puif  for  the  newspapers  !  —  “  Great  Original  Wonder  in  the  Tea 
Trade  !  Gosling  &  Co.’s  London  and  Canton  Warehouse  !  The 
Public  served  with  Tea  by  a  real  Chinese  Lady,  imported  with 
the  last  chests  from  Canton  ”  She’d  make  my  fortune  ! 

Ben.  And  is  this  the  reason  you’ve  persuaded  me  to  bear  you 
company  into  this  strange  port,  at  the  risk  of  our  precious  necks  ? 
for  if  the  Chinese  swabs  grapple  us  here  we  shall  swing  for  it, 
every  mother’s  son  of  us  ! 

Gos.  You  don’t  mean  to  say  they’d  hang  us,  do  you,  Mr. — 

( Ben  threatens ) — plain  Ben  Block  f 

Ben.  I’m  d- - d  if  I  don’t ;  like  a  wet  shirt  to  dry  ;  Captain 

Elliott  himself  could  n’t  save  us  ;  we’re  on  forbidden  ground  ; 
these  are  the  Roval  tea-gardens  ! 

Gos.  What’s  that  to  do  with  it’  I’ve  been  to  a  hundred  Royal 
tea-gardens  in  London,  and  they’re  always  glad  to  see  me, — that 
is,  when  I’ve  got  any  money  to  spend ! 

Ben.  You  ignorant  swab,  this  ain’t  one  of  them  sort  of  gar¬ 
dens  ;  this  is  a  regular  tea-garden,  where  the  plant  grows,  and 
where  the  king’s  man-dare-ines  live,  and  where  they  keeps  their 
pay-gods —  green  dragons  and  Cheny  tea-pots  :  didn’t  our  com¬ 
mander  spin  a  yarn  to  all  the  crew,  to  tell  us  it  was  death  for  any 
of  us  chaps  to  pay  a  visit  here  without  axing  ;  but  you  said  there 
was  a  pretty  gal  in  distress,  so  I  pitched  all  chance  of  hanging  to 
Davy  Jones,  and  bore  down  with  you  :  only  show  a  sailor  a  pet¬ 
ticoat,  and,  my  eyes,  what  won’t  he  do  1 

Gos.  And  I  told  you  the  positive  truth !  there  is  a  very  pretty 
girl  here  ;  in  fact  there  are  two  ! 

Ben.  Huzza!  that’s  one  a-piece !  what’s  her  name  1 

Gos.  Chopstick,  she’s  Miss  Hyson  Blossom’s — Mrs.  Gosling’* 
that  is  to  be — attendant,  and  not  bad -looking  either  ! 

Beti.  Ain’t  she  though? 

Gos.  No,  only  she’s — 

Ben.  What? 

Gos.  Black ! 

Ben.  Whew!  Black? 

Gos.  Y es,  as  my  hat  ;  tho’  perhaps  you  don’t  mind  your  tea 

black  ? 

Ben.  I  like  it  better  mixed ,  but  any  port  in  a  storm  ;  howsom- 
dever,  if  they  don’t  get  under  way  soon  we  must  sheer  off ;  I 
shall  be  missed  aboard. 

Gos.  Shall  I  give  the  signal?  When  I  looked  over  the  wall 
last  night  and  saw  my  little  darling  and  her  black  friend  walking 
in  the  garden,  I’ve  agreed  upon  a  whistle  for  the  token  of  true 
love  ;  she  understands  English,  but  we  must  be  cautious,  for  if 
her  cruel  guardian,  the  Great  Green  Dragon  —  Yram  Yam,  Chow 
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Chow  should  hear  it,  we’re — 

lien.  Tucked  up  at  the  yard-arm  !  Pipe  away  my  Tar  Bucket ! 

Gos.  What’s  the  use  of  making  one  uncomfortable  1  yon 
mayn’t  care  much  about  it,  because  you’re  paid  for  it  —  but  I 
amt  at  all  in  a  hurry  !  (  Whistles  low  —  a  light  appears  among 
the  trees ,  l.  h.  a  small  Chinese  lantern.)  It’s  her  !  — that’s  the 
lantern  of  love — Chopstick  was  to  shew  it  if  the  coast  was  clear  ! 
Now  don’t  )ou  split  when  we  get  back  to  the  ship,  Captain 
Elliott  is  so  severe,  and  particular  since  the  Opium  job  has  been 
on  the  carpet,  one  mustn’t  do  nothing  with  these  China  chaps 
without  permission, 

Ben.  Tell !  when  we  get  back  to  the  ship,  you  young  Gram¬ 
pus  !  Who  the  devil  am  I  to  tell  d’ye  think  !  Split !  —  a  British 
tar  split? — We  never  split  any  thing  but  our  enemies’  heads  ! 

Gos.  Hush,  the  ladies  are  here  ! 

Enter ,  cautiously,  IIyson  Blossom,  followed,  hy  Chopstick,  a 
Negress ,  r.  h.  2  e.,  carrying  small  Chinese  lanterns. 

Gos.  A  million  welcomes,  lovely  Tea-leaf !  how  1  have  panted 
for  this  bewitching  hour!  [Embraces  Hyson  Blossom. 

Ben.  [Aside.]  Gosling,  spinning  a  tough  yarn! 

Hyson.  You  Island  Barbarians  flatter  us  poor  girls. 

Gos.  No,  we’d  scorn  it,  by  Jupiter  ! 

[Kisses  her  hand ,  and  walks  up  the  stage  with  her. 

Ben.  I  must  grapple  Miss  Chopstick,  I  s’pose.  Well,  my  little 
ebony  Tea-caddy,  how  are  you  ! 

Chop.  Em  very  well  tankee,  Massa  Buckra,  ope  you  am  de 
same.  [Curtseys. 

Ben.  Hanged,  if  that  aint,  hearty! — rather  a  nicish  bit  of  mus¬ 
lin,  although  dark  !  How  should  you  like  me  for  a  sweetheart — 
I  mean  a  regular  church  going  one  ! 

Chop.  Em  like  him  for  a  chum-chum  bery  well,  him  such  a 

fine  man  ! 

Ben.  My  old  shoes  — but  you’re  one  of  the  right  sort !  — will 
you  have  any  bacca!  [Offers  his  box. 

Chop.  What  disfor,  Massa! 

Ben.  What’s  bacca  for  !  —  my  eyes,  what  a  question  to  ax !  — 
Poor  ignorant  creature !  how  should  she  know  the  natur  of  bacca, 
when  The  never  smokes  or  chews!  Now  I  look  at  her  figure 
head,  she’s  the  very  picter  of  Sally  Long-stockings  of  Ports¬ 
mouth,  only  Sally’s  white,  and  this  angel’s  black ! 

[Gosling  comes  down  the  stage  with  Hyson  Blossom. 

Gos.  [ Aside  to  Ben.]  My  beauty  consents  to  fly— we  must  get 
her  on  board,  and  to-morrow  Pm  off'  for  England  in  the  Free¬ 
trader — persuade  Chopstick  to  go  with  her. 

Ben.  Aye,  aye,  I’ll  overhaul  her  log!  Come,  my  snoAV-drop, 
tuck  yourself  under  my  arm — you  are  a  beauty  —  shiver  my  tim¬ 
bers— a  regular  bit  of  polished  mahogany. 

Chop.  [Laughing.]  La,  Massa,  you  mak  em  blush  white  all 
0Ter;  [Exits  with  Ben ,  r.u.  1  s. 
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Hyson.  [To  Gosling. ]  I  do  not  understand  all  your  fine 
words,  but  will  you  swear  to  love  me  for  a  thousand  moons,  if  i 
«y  far  away  to  your  country  ? 

Cos.  Can  you  doubt  1  look  at  my  figure,  I  was  made  to  love  ! 

V  Vu  ,  P:\Sr(X  a  L  1  am  )'ours’  truly»  wholly  and  solely  !  You 
shall  be  Mrs  Gosling,  and  serve  the  customers  in  our  shoo 
with  4s.  Ucl.  black  and  5s.  4 d.  green  ; — won’t  that  be  nice,  eh  ? 

Hyson.  I  don’t  know  what  you  mean— it  is  wrong  for  me  to 
listen  to  you  tne  great  Confucius  forbids  it ! 

(?05.  What’s  the  great  Confusion  to  us  —  he  be  bothered  !  I 
don’t  know  him  ;  he  never  buys  his  tea  at  our  shop.  I’ll  make 
you  a  good  Christian  husband,  and  that’s  more  than  he  can  do 
for  you,  so  say  no  more,  but  run  away  with  me  at  once ! 

Enter  slowly  from  the  Pagoda ,  centre,  Yam  Yam,  attended 

by  Souchong. 


Tam.  [In  a  load  whisper.]  I  was  right.  Fo !  be  praised  ! 
the  barbanan  dog  shall  suffer  for  his  presumption  ! 

Soach.  Let  him  die  ! 

J ZJS ‘wife?  consent’  and  1'econ’e  Mrs-  Goslins>  «r  t™ 

lam.  Celestial  Dragon i!  hear  him,  and  knock  the  infidel  down 
with  one  of  your  hundred  tails  ! 

Hyson.  I  know  not  what  to  say— your  voice  is  so  musical- 

F°mnmT-d8  SWe<3t  T  h®iiey, — T — 1  dare  not  listen  to  you,  lest  the 
Lmperor  s  anger  should  overtake  us  ! 

Gos.  Who  cares  about  his  anger,  little  feet?  if  he  comes  any 

ns  nonsense,  we  British  will  soon  rattle  the  walls  of  Pekiii 
about  his  golden  canister  ! 

theP  Fib!1"1!  lthVnifJ\ty  I11™’  Pag0da!  he  dares  to  mock 

strangle  hLr  Secure  the  dog!  Bastinado  and 

[Souchong  rushes  on  Gosling-Hyson  Blossom  is  se- 

Ynm  hn  *  T”.  5  am— Gosling  falls  on  his  knees. 

enter^oith  Pu"ds  !  Suards  !  (F °ur  Chinese  soldiers 

enter  with  lanterns.)  Away  with  this  island  do*! 

(xos.  [Kneeling.]  Mercy,  great  silver  tea-pot’ 

ind  B";t.TerUofathe  Moonf  “d  tUe  Ught  of  lhe  Su* 

Cos.  No,  no,  sir  —  it  was  only  in  fun ! 

I  am.  Death  shall  avenge  the  insult  ’ 

W, :  .B1^ !  Pi*  “T  *<>“«> 

[•'ls  the'J  are  dragging  him  qff\  Bek  Block  rushes  on 
with  Chofstick. 

Ben.  Ulloa,  ray  hearty  !  —  sheer  off—  or  by  Nelson’s  cock-d 
IM the l,d  go  !  S°U  T°mmj’  °f  your  Can,,5SCS  !  Hand,  off.! 
lam.  Never!  Cut  the  sea  dog  down! 
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Ben.  Oh,  that’s  your  tack  is  it,  my  Chiney  Orange  1  Then 
hero  goes — iook  out  for  squalls  ! 

[He  strikes  Souchong  with  his  fist ,  he  falls — Yam  calls 
for  aid — Lanterns  are  seen  in  the  Cardens — Gos¬ 
ling  attempts  to  climb  the  wall. 

Ben.  Here’s  a  nice  rig!  —  it’s  illumination  night — we’re 
hooked ! 

[A  number  of  Chinese  soldiers  rush  on  with  lanterns , 
swords ,  pipes ,  §c.  —  Ben  fights  desperately  —  is 
overpowered.  —  Gosling  is  secured  —  as  they  are 
carried  away ,  the  scene  closes — Ben  kicking  the 
lanterns  and  beating  the  Chinese. — Music. 


SCENE  II. —  Cabin  in  the  Hyacinth. 

Enter  Captain  Elliott  and  Smith,  in  conference. 

Elliot.  The  instructions  I  have  received  from  our  government, 
are  imperative,  instant  restitution  must  be  made  by  the  Chinese 
authorities  ;  our  trade  firmly  replaced  on  its  former  basis,  o c 
British  cannon  must  speak  our  resolves. 

Smith.  That  should  have  been  my  reply  long  since  to  the  in¬ 
solent,  besotted  infidels.  The  thunder  of  our  cannon  is  always 
the  best  argument  to  exchange  with  uncivilized,  obstinate 
savages ! 

Elliott.  I  cannot  entirely  differ  with  your  opinion,  especially 
relative  to  these  Chinese  ;  yet  persuasion  must  first  be  tried,  Her 
Majesty’s  Government,  ever  holding  mercy  as  the  brightestjewel 
in  the  crown  of  our  youthful  Queen.  This  day’s  conference  shall 
decide  our  course. 

Smith.  We  shall  be  trifled  with  again  ;  Governor  Lin  is  a  false 
traitor,  professing  friendship,  plotting  mischief,  he  endeavours  to 
prolong  the  treaty,  thus  seeking  to  ruin  our  trade  and  throw  the 
commercial  interests  of  our  country  into  the  hands  of  our  rivals. 

Elliott.  If  I  prove  him  such,  not  all  the  walls  of  Pekin,  shall 
secure  him  from  our — 

Smith.  Why  are  we  compelled  to  anchor  here  —  forbid  to  land 
under  pain  of  death — the  English  merchants  obliged  to  leave  the 
factory — our  ships  surrounded  by  their  innumerable  war-junks. 

Elliott.  [ Smiling .]  As  for  their  formidable  war- junks,  one 
broadside  from  either  of  our  frigates  would  soon  send  them  flying 
to  the  Mother  of  the  Celestial  Moon!  No,  no,  we’ve  nothing  to 
apprehend  from  their  naval  power  f 

Enter  Midshipman,  r.  ii. 

Mid.  The  Chinese  Commissioners  wait  your  honor’s  pleasure. 

Elliott.  Shew  them  into  the  cabin.  {Exit  Midshipman.)  Now 
for  tiie  Dragons  of  the  Empire. 
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Enter  Lin,  the  High  Commissioner,  attended  by  4  Mandarins. 

Lin.  Our  Celestial  Emperor  of  the  Universe,  Lord  of  the  Sea, 
Brother  of  the  Sun  and  Moon,  sends  greetings  to  the  Island 
Queen,  beyond  the  sea,  barbarian  though  she  be. 

Smith.  How  dare  you  apply  that  term  to  our  lovely  Queen  1 

Elliott.  [ Aside .]  Be  patient,  let  us  quietly  attend.  In  the 
name  of  my  Sovereign,  Queen  Victoria,  I  return  the  greetings  to 
your  Emperor. 

Lin.  It  is  ordered  by  the  Imperial  Councils,  that  all  trade  shall 
from  this  moment  cease  with  the  barbarian  English,  as  they  are 
like  beasts,  and  not  to  be  ruled  as  citizens  are  ;  further  it  is  or¬ 
dered,  that  you  instantly  leave  our  shores  for  ever,  and  in  token 
of  our  mighty  mercy,  in  thus  sparing  your  forfeit  lives,  we  com¬ 
mand  in  the  name  of  the  great  Confucius  and  the  golden  Dragon, 
that  you  instantly  fall  down  and  kiss  the  earth  nine  times  at  our 
sacred  feet. 

Smith.  This  is  really  past  forbearance,  I’ll  cut  the  rascal’s 
tail  off! 

Elliott.  [ Smiling .]  The  proposal  is  too  ridiculous.  "Willingly 
mighty  Lin,  will  I  kiss  the  earth  nine  times,  if  you  will  do  the 
same  at  my  feet. 

Lin.  [Starting.  ]  Kiss  the  feet  of  an  infidel  “?  Spoirit  of  Ivoong. 
foo-tse,  do  I  live  to  hear  it ! 

Smith.  [Aside.]  Yes,  and  you  shall  soon  live  to  feel  it ! 

Elliott.  And  this  is  all  the  answer  you  have  to  make  to  our 
last  memorial,  addressed  to  the  Imperial  Court  and  Hong 
merchants  1 

Lin.  It  is  the  wfise  father  of  his  people  banishes  the  traders  in 
the  poisoning  drug  —  the  traffickers  in  Opium  are  banished  from 
our  shores  for  ever.  I  have  said.  *  [Going. 

Elliott.  Have  you1?  Now  I  will  say.  Of  the  Opium  question, 
of  its  good  effects  or  evil,  I  am  not  here  to  judge,  but  to  protect 

the  interests  of  British  subjects,  their  rights  and  property _ I 

have  a  still  more  sacred  charge  to  fulfil,  to  defend  the  flag  of  my 
Sovereign— that  standard  that  has  proudly  floated  unsullied— un¬ 
conquered  a  thousand  years  !  Now  xf  one  movement  —  one  at¬ 
tempt  be  made  to  dishonor  it  —  I’ll  blow  you,  Chusan,  and  all 
your  blue  and  red  Dragons  to  the  Devil ! 

Lin.  "Vain  boaster !  Look  to  our  junks,  those  terrible  instru¬ 
ments  of  Avar,  more  numerous  than  the  birds  of  the  air!  Trem¬ 
ble!  Island  Dogs!  tremble!  Barbarians,  you  will  be  swallowed 
up  in  the  thunder  of  our  vengeance  !  [ Exit  it.  h. 

Elliott.  Nothing  noAv  remains  for  us  but  to  prepare  for  the 
struggle  ;  depend  on  it  the  Chinese  are  bitten  with  the  proAA-ess 
of  their  navy— Ave  must  endeavour  to  teach  them  better  ;  a  lesson 
or  two  administered  by  our  brave  tars,  Avith  24-pounders  loaded 
with  grape  and  canister,  will  soon  marvellously  improve  the 
manners  of  these  children  of  the  Moon ! 

[Exit  with  Smith,  l.  h, 
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SCENE  III. — A  Chamber  in  the  house  of  Yam  Yam. 

Yam  Yam  discovered  seated — Souchong  and  Guards  surround¬ 
ing  Ben,  Gosling,  Hyson  Blossom  and  Cliopstick. — Music. 

Yam.  Attend  unbelievers !  attend  and  tremble  ! 

j fieri.  Tremble  1  what  at  Great  Umberella  t 

Yam.  Silence,  and  dread  my  power! 

Ben.  Y~our  power!  who  cares  a  purser’s  shirt  about  that! 
Just  let  me  loose  for  five  minutes,  and  Set  a  dozen  of  your  chim¬ 
ney  ornaments  before  me,  and  I’ll  soon  show  you  how  much  I 
care  about  your  power  ! 

Gos.  [  To  Ben.]  Don’t  provoke  ’em,  good  Mr.  Block,  we  shall 
have  our  heads  cut  off  if  you  do. 

Bet i.  So  much  the  better — it’ll  save  us  the  trouble  of  shaving. 

Gos.  Don’t  talk  so,  —  what  would  my  poor  dear  mother  say  if 
she  lost  me — her  heir — her  only  hope! 

Yam.  Listen,  islanders  !  and  bow  to  the  decrees  of  our  mighty 
Emperor  !  —  Barbarians,  of  whatever  clime  or  country,  found 
within  the  Sacred  Gardens,  will  be  punished  With  death  In  lin¬ 
gering  starvation. 

Gos .  Oh  !  I’m  so  hnngry  1 

Ben.  There’s  a  speaking  trumpet. 

Hyson.  [To  Yam.]  Spare  the  strangers!  I  am  the  offender  ; 
let  me  suffer  for  their  ignorance  of  our  Imperial  laws  ! 

Chop.  Issa,  ’em  both’ll  suffer — Chop  -a-stick  nebber  see  Massa 
sailor-man  die,  ’em  such  a  bery  nice  chum-chum. 

Ben.  My  precious  eyes,  there’s  a  gal  for  you  !  only  let  me  get 
free,  and  if  I  don’t  splice  you  I’m  a  marine  ! 

Yam.  Degenerate  girl,  you  would  have  fled  from  our  paternal 
care,  and  deserted  the  joys  of  the  Imperial  love,  for  an  infidel 
dog  ! 

Gos.  No,  no — bless  you  great  sir,  it  Was  all  in  jest — I  merely 
joked  with  the  young  lady,  that’s  all — I  daren’t  do  such  a  thing 
as  to  run  off  with  a  gal  without  asking  my  mother,  in  the  Poul¬ 
try,  201.  Perhaps  you  may  know  the  shop  —  we  sell  your  teas 
cheaper  than  any  house  in  the  trade. 

Yam.  Why  did  you  enter  the  Imperial  Gardens  then  ! 

Gos.  To  ask  the  price  of  the  4s.  and  3d.  mixed  in  its  native 
purity,  that’s  all. 

Hyson.  [Aside.]  Is  he  false! 

Ben.  It’s  a  lie  !  I  scorn  deception  and  bamboozling,  young 
powder-monkey  !  We  boarded  your  Imperial  pay-go-das  to 
carry  off  the  petticoats,  —  wre  knew  the  risk  and  are  prepared  to 
stand  the  cousequences.  Now  you  know  the  truth,  do  your 
worst — fire  awray  ! 

Yam.  Your  words  bear  the  semblance  of  truth. 

Ben.  Bear  the  semblance  !  All  Gospel,  every  word  on  ’em _ 

Ben  Block  scorns  a  lie. 
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Yam.  Take  them  to  the  dungeon  of  the, great  Pagoda — place 
them  in  separate  cells,  and  leave  them  to  our  Gods. 

Ben.  Your  Gods  !  nice  chaps  them  to  talk  about!  why,  I've 
seen  ’em  nodding  and  bobbing  their  ugly  heads  in  every  grocer’s 
shop-window  in  London.  Bah  !  I  would  n’t  own  such  lubbers. 

Gos.  How  can  you  go  on  so  %  Don’t — there’s  a  good  sailor. 

Ben.  I  will!  Who’s  afraid  1 

Gos.  I  am — you  have  n’t  got  a  shop  and  stock  in  trade  to  lose 
. — if  your  throat’s  cut  there’s  nobody  to  care  about  it,  but  I’m  a 
Valuable  member  of  society — a  freeman— junior  partner  in  the 
concern — and  perhaps  a  Lord  Mayor  that,  is  to  be! 

Ben.  Yrou’re  a  coward — never  hang  out  a  white  flag  ! 

Gos.  I’ll  hang  out  anything  to  save  myself  from  hanging  — 
Pray  kind  Mr.  China-man — 1  don’t  know  your  agreeable  name — 

Ben.  [  Whispering  to  him.]  Blue  Dragon  ! 

Gos.  Mr.  Blue  Dragon — 

Yam.  Silence,  barbarian !  do  yOu  seek  to  add  insult  to  your 
crime  %  Souchong!  hence  with  ’em  to  the  dungeon  ! 

Ben.  Ah  !  let’s  see  what  your  tea-chests  are  made  of  !  — 
You’ll  soon  have  the  British  cannon  rattling  about  your  upper 
works  when  we  are  missed.  Only  put  us  to  death  and  every  swab 
in  Chusan  will  pay  for  it! 

Gos.  What  good  will  that  do  us  when  we’re  d-e-a-d  and 
gone  1 

Hyson.  I  beseech  you  liberate  these  strangers  ! — they  are  in¬ 
nocent  ! 

Gos.  To  be  sure  we  are — as  babbies  ! 

Chop.  To  be  sure  ’em  are — as  daddies ! 

Ben.  Huzza!  my  lily-white — 

Yam.  Do  you  dare — - 

Ben.  Don’t  I — try  me  —  Dare  !  —  don’t  you  know  —  but  lord, 
how  should  you,  seeing  that  you  are  a  savage  outlandish  sort  of  a 
Sea  Horse  !  We  sailors  are  brought  up  to  daring  from  our  pre¬ 
cious  cradles  — we  laim.  it  with  our  first  spoonful,  and  sticks  to  it 
to  our  last — I  wish  you  could  see  some  of  us  when  we’ve  got  the 
enemy  alongside,  it  would  make  your  old  eyes  water — yet  we 
does  every  thing  genteel,  as  the  Devil  said,  when  he  painted  his 
tail  pea-green! 

Yam.  I’ll  hear  no  more — away  ! 

Ben.  That’s  lucky,  for  I  was  going  to  spin  you  such  a  yarn,  as 
stiff  as  your  old  pig-tail!  f  To  guards  at  whig.)  Stand  clear  — 
I’ll  go  alone — touch  me,  and  I’ll  floor  you  like  oakum! 

Gos.  Oh,  oh,  my  poor  dear  mother  ! — shall  I  never  see  you  and 
the  tea-canisters  again?  [ Crying . 

Chop.  [Running  to  Ben.]  Dey  shan’t  hurt  ’em  Chum  Chum. 

[Clings  to  him. 

Ben.  Pretty  blackbird,  how  she  chirrups! 

Yam.  [Waving  his  hand.]  To  death  with  them !—  you  base 
girl,  shall  to  Pekin,  for  the  Emperor’s  will. 
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[  Ben  and  Gosling  are  forced  off  by  attendants — Hyson 
and  Chops  tick  on  the  other  side  —  Ben  knoa  s  one 
of  the  Chinese  hats  over  a  soldier's  eyes  and  pulls 
the  tail  of  another — Chopstick  faints  in  a  soldier's 
arms ,  and  squalls  violently. 

Yam.  The  capture  of  those  English  will  he  welcome  to  the 
governor,  affording  him  an  opportunity  to  destroy  some  ol  their 
accursed  race. 

Enter  Governor  Lin,  r. 

Yam.  [Botes.]  Welcome,  great  Shadow  of  the  Sun. 

Lin.  Where  are  the  infidels  I  hear  you  have  captured  in  the 
Imperial  Gardens  1 

Yam.  Awaiting  your  decrees  in  the  dungeons  of  the  Pagoda. 

Lin.  ’Tis  well  done  —  before  they  die  we  will  question  them. 
It  is  possible,  the  dogs  will  give  us  tidings,  that  may  aid  our  war 
council,  and  assist  our  war  Admiral  Kang  in  his  proposed  secret 
attack  on  the  Infidels’  ships  to-night.  The  barbarians  have  again 
defied  us,  and  they  shall  ail  perish  in  the  dark  waters!  Lead  to 
the  dungeon.  [Exeunt  l. 

SCENE  IY. —  The  Pagoda.  —  Dungeons  divided  in  the  centre. 

Ben  discovered ,  r.  h.  —  Gosling,  l.  h.  seated  on  a  stone  block , 

he  looks  most  wretched — Ben  is  leaning  against  the  wall. 

Gos.  Here’s  a  nice  go  —  I’m  hooked  for  Gravesend  inside! 
To  think  that  I  should  come  all  the  way  from  201 ,  Poultry,  to  lay 
my  precious  hones  in  China.  It  all  comes  of  sweethearting  — 
them  gals  always  gets  us  into  scrapes  at  home  and  abroad — my 
mother  always  warned  me  of ’em — “Timothy,”  says  she,  “  leave 
the  gals  alone,  or  you’ll  come  to  a  bad  end!”  And  her  words 
have  come  too  true,  worse  luck  !  I've  come  to  a  bad  end  enough 
— my  latter  end  !  What  business  had  I  in  their  cursed  tea-gar¬ 
dens  when  there  are  so  many  at  home,  open  on  Sundays  too  1 
Before  I  die,  I  should  like  to  kiss  my  mother,  and  see  the  New¬ 
foundland  pup  once  more  !  [  Weeps. 

Ben.  [  Calling  through  grating,  centre  wall .]  Ulloa,  my  hearty, 
what,  cheer  % 

Gos.  No  cheers  at  all — I’ve  nothing  but  a  lump  of  stone  to  sit 
upon — I’m  truly  miserable  ! 

Ben.  [  Singing  j 

“What’s  the  use  of  snivelling  and  piping  your  eyes — 

Why  what  a  d - d  fool  you  must  be !  ” 

Gos.  I  know  it,  or  I  shouldn’t  be  here! 

Ben.  Never  say  die;  boy  ! 

Gos.  I  never  will,  but  them  China  chaps  have  said  it  for  us, 
and  there’s  no  living  without  victuals-^-Oh,  dear! 

[  The  r.  h.  Dungeon  door  in  flat  opens ,  and  Lin,  Sou- 
chong,  and  Yam  Yam  enter,  followed  by  Four 
Guards,  with  torches. 

Lin.  Is  this  the  dog  ? 
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Ben.  No,  I’m  a  man,  and  that’s  more  than  you’ll  ever  be— ana 
a  sailor,  and  that’s  what  you  know  nothing  about  in  your  out¬ 
landish  country. 

Lin.  I  would  confer  with  you. 

Ben.  Would  you,  that  is  if  I  would  let  you  I  s’pose  1 
Gosling.  [ Listening ,  l.  h.  wall.]  What  are  they  up  to  with 

Mr.  Block  I  wonder  4 

Lin.  You  belong  to  the  English  ship1? 

Ben.  I  do,  and  am  proud  of  it,  aiut  you  % 

Lin.  Are  there  many  of  your  country  sailors  aboard  1 
Ben.  [Aside.]  Oh,  that’s  your  game  is  it,  any  Dolphin’ 

Lin.  Are  there  many  1 
Ben.  Yes. 

Lin.  How  many’ 

Ben.  Just  as  many  again  as  half. 

Lin.  If  you  speak  truly,  your  life  may  be  spared. 

Gos.  [Bawling  out.]  And  mine  too  Mister  ! 

Ben.  My  life  !  I  don’t  value  it  a  pickled  herring  1 

Lin.  Have  you  many  guns  a-board  ? 

Ben.  Enough  to  blow  all  your  Bartlemy-fair  swabs  you  call' 
sailors  to  the  North  Pole  and  back. 

Lin.  What  do  you  think  of  our  terrible  war-junks  ’ 

Ben.  Think1?  just  nothing!  Lord  bless  your  stupid  head, 
only  let  ’em  ever  get  a  taste  of  our  24- pounders,  and  you’d  soon 
see  where  they’d  be.  They’re  fit  for  nothing  but  fresh  water, 
and  to  ornament  shop-windows.  We  sailors  never  think  of  such 
innocent  craft  as  them  is. 

Lin.  I  can  make  little  of  this  slave  —  ho  has  the  cunning  of 
all  his  accursed  race  !  (To  1  am.)  Leave  him  to  his  fate.  Bar¬ 
barian  !  this  dungeon  is  your  tomb  ! 

[ Exits  with  Yam ,  Souchong  and  Guards,  all  but  one , 
who  conceals  hbnse/f  in  dungeon. 

Ben.  Very  good — I  shan’t  put  anybody  to  the  expense  of  bu¬ 
rying  me  then  ! 

Gos.  Nor  I  —  ( Sinking  on  his  seat  and  sighing.)  —  and  I 
belong  to  a  nice  Burial  Club  in  London,  and  have  paid  two  years 
to  it ! 

[Ciiopstick  as  Soldier  emerges  from  place  of  conceal¬ 
ment  towards  Ben — he  starts. 

Ben.  Come,  none  of  your  capers  young  ’un,  or  I’ll  tomahawk 
your  rigging !  Sheer  off  after  your  lubberly  crew,  or — 

Chop.  [  Throwing  off  her  head-dress.]  Massa,  you  no  beat 
poor  Chop-a-stick,  will  you1? 

Ben.  No  !  I’ll  be  d - d  if  I  do  !  What  brings  you  here,  my 

little  stick  of  black  sealing-wax,  eh  4 
Chop.  Me  come  to  set  you  free  ! 

Ben.  Have  you  though1?  Give  us  a  kiss  —  you’re  a  regular 
trump  !  (Kisses  her.)  You  shall  be  Mrs.  Block  if  ever  I  get  back 
to  Portsmouth. 

Chop.  (Unlocks  chain.)  Missee  give  me  key,  and  steal  dress 
for  me  like  sojer  man,  —  den  she  tell  me  to  follow  de  rest,  and 
let  you  both  out  of  dis  ugly  place  ! 
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Ben.  Did  she  now  1  Huzza!  Jack’s  alive !  ( Calls  to  Gos- 

ling.)  My  hearty! 

Gos.  I  ain’t  hearty ! 

Ben.  We  shall  soon  be  at  liberty!  pitch  care  to  old  Davy  ! 

[  Chopstick  unlocks  the  dungeon  door — Ben  takes  her 
round  the  u  aist. 

Ben.  Heave-a-head  !  I’ll  make  an  admiral  of  you  for  this ! 

[ Exits  door  in  flat  with  her. 

Gos.  Nothing  seems  to  move  that  sailor  chap  !  he  thinks 
nothing  of  dying !  I  suppose  that’s  because  he’s  used  to  it,  like 
the  eels ! 

[ Door  in  l.  h.  dungeon  opens ,  and  Ben  and  Chopstick 
enter —  Chopstick  standing  at  the  door  to  keep 
watch. 

Ben.  Make  haste!  (  Unlocking  the  chain.)  Bear-a-hand  !  we 
shall  soon  stand  out  to  sea. 

Gos.  Who  has  done  thisl  Tell  me  ! 

Ben.  There  stands  the  Black  Angel  that  has  done  it.  Now 
you’re  free,  shake  your  feathers  and  let’s  start  !  My  eyes!  how 
old  Tea-Pot  will  stare  when  he  finds  we’ve  cut  and  run! 

Gos.  Huzza!  1  shall  see  my  mother  and  the  Poultry  once 
more  ! 

Chop.  [ Running  in.]  Oh!  Massa,  Massa!  de  ugly  sojer-man 
come  back  wid  old  Massa  Yam  Yam!  he  kill  poor  black  girl 
for  dis  ! 

Ben.  Will  he  %  he  shall  kill  me  first ! 

Gos.  And  me  last.'  at  least  I  hope  so.  What  are  we  to 
do  now4? 

Ben.  I  have  it!  You  shall  slip  into  this  ginger- bread  dress 
Miss  Blackie  brought !  Mayhap  you  will  fall  in  with  the  lubber’s 
unnoticed  !  Make  your  escape,  and  let  the  captain  know  Ben 
Block’s  in  limbo  i 

Gos.  But  what’s  to  become  of  you  “? 

Ben.  Leave  that  to  the  sweet  little  cherub  that’s  perched  up 
aloft!  he’ll  keep  watch  over  me!  hoist  the  false  colours,  and 
leave  me  to  engage  the  enemy ! 

[Attires  Gosling  in  the  Chinese  Soldier's  dress  which 
Chopstick  wore — Music  —Ben  places  Gosling  and 
Chopstick  behind  the  dungeon  door  —  then  scats 
himself  on  stone  seat ,  leaving  door  open — Yam 
Yam  and  Guards  enter. 

Yam.  What  treachery  is  this*?  Dungeon  doors  unbarred! 
Where  is  the  other  barbarian  % 

Ben.  Gone!  cut  and  run — .topped  his  boom — and  stood  out 
to  sea ! 

[Motions  to  Gosling,  who  mixes  in  the  ranks  of  the 
Soldiers. 

Yam.  Pursue  the  dog  !  he  cannot  escape  !  Slay  him  ! 

[  Gosling  and  part  of  the  Guards  exit. 

Ben.  Slay  him  by  all  means  when  jou  catch  him,  old  Golden 
Canister ! 
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Yarn.  Remo  ve  this  Sea-dog  to  a  place  of  greater  security — th* 
cavern  beneath  the  fort,  shall  be  his  tomb. 

Ben.  Thankee,  you’re  taking  great  pains  with  me,  uncommon, 

I  might  be  a  captain  or  an  admiral — if  ever  you  come  to  England 
I’ll  do  the  same  for  you  —  may  I.  swallow  a  boarding-pike  if  I 
don’t ! 

Yam.  Bear  him  hence,  he  shall  die  !  [  Guards  seize  him. 

Chop.  [Rushes  forward.]  No  —  no,  Massa  Yam  Yam — let  a 
me  die  for  him — em  too  good  to  kill! 

Ben.  Split  my  binnacle,  if  I  can  stand  this! — you  beauty  ! 

[Embraces  her. 

Yam.  Away  with  them  both  to  death  ! 

[Music. —  They  are  conducted  out ,  as  the  Scene  closes , 
C  hopsUck  crying  for  mercy ,  and  clinging  to  Ben. 

SCENE  Y. —  The  Cabin  of  the  Hyacinth ,  as  before. 

Enter  Captain  Elliott,  k.  h.  reading  a  dispatch. 

Elliott.  I  find  that  all  my  endeavours  at  pacification  with  these 
obstinate  people,  prove  abortive  ;  each  peaceable  overture  on  our 
part  is  met  with  renewed  aggression  on  theirs  ;  hostile  measures 
must  be  resorted  to  at  last.  ( Enter  True  Blue,  r.h.)  Well, 
Harry  ‘? 

True.  A  Chinese  spy  has  just  come  on  board,  Sir,  with  intelli  ¬ 
gence  of  the  enemy’s  approach. 

Elliott.  What,  they  will  listen  to  reason  then'? 

True.  Not  so,  Sir  —  he  states  their  purpose  is  to  take  us  by 
surprise,  burn  our  ships,  and,massacre  us  all! 

Elliott.  Indeed !  I’m  afraid  they’ll  find  that  a  more  difficult 
matter  than  they  bargain  for;  however,  we  must  endeavour  to 
thank  them  for  their  kind  intentions.  Traitorous  hounds  !  at  a 
time  of  truce  too — though  perhaps,  it  is  better  they  should  make 
the  at  tempt  at  once  —  we  shall  the  sooner  teach  them  the  danger 
of  trifling  with  our  flag.  Give  instant  orders  for  clearing  the 
deck  for  action,  and  pass  the  signal  to  the  Yolage,  though  1’U 
be  sworn  Smith  is  ready  with  his  bull-dogs! 

True.  Aye,  aye,  your  honor.  [Exit  I.. 

Elliott.  The  rascals  shall  meet  with  a  warm  welcome,  if  they 
come.  Surprise  us,  will  they  f  The  nice  eating,  water  drinking 
Dog-fish  !  I  only  wish  they  were  more  to  be  dreaded — a  valiant 
foe  makes  a  victory  more  glorious — their  numbers  must  make  up 
for  their  want  of  skid. 

Gosling.  [  Without.]  It’s  no  manner  of  use — see  the  captain  I 
will !  [Enters  partly  dressed  in  the  Chinese  costume. 

Elliott.  What  are  you1? 

Gos.  A  wholesale  and  retail  grocer,  201,  Poultry,  London — 
don’t  you  remember  me'?  I  came  out  in  the  Yolage,  Mr.  Gos¬ 
ling,  jun.  to  look  after  the  teas. 

Ellliott.  Oh,  I  remember  now — but  what  is  the  meaning  of  that 
ttrange  dress  1 
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Gus.  You  shall  know  all  some  day,  suffice  it  to  say  that  I  ve 
just  escaped  from  the  Chinese  dungeons  from  a  horrid  uncomfort¬ 
able  death —  starvation!  — and  if  you  don’t  send  some  ot  your 
blue  jackets  ashore  to  rescue  poor  Ben  Block  he’ll  soon  be  in  the 
same  condition— the  Tartars  have  got  him  in  their  clutches ! 

Elliott .  Block  (  why  he’s  one  of  the  best  men  in  my  ship  ! 

Gus .  Then  he’ll  soon  be  one  of  the  worst — dead  as  Julius 
Ca*sar!  Old  Yam  Yam,  and  another  long  name  has  him  in  the 
dungeons  of  the  fort. 

Elliott.  IIow  came  he  in  this  perilous  situation  % 

Gos.  Don’t  ask  me,  Sir — it  was  merely  a  lark — a  petticoat  de¬ 
luded  us,  wicked  sinners  as  we  are — I  invited  him  to  the  Royal 
Tea  Gardens  to  see  a  couple  of  young  Chinese  ladies  —  we  were 
surprised— overpowered,  and  dragged  to  a  dungeon  —  one  of  the 
fair  sex,  a  black  lady  liberated  us  —  but  we  were  again  detected, 
Mr.  Block  generously  insisted  that  I  should  pop  into  this  ugly 
dress  and  hop  off,  leaving  him  to  some  young  gentleman  that  sits 
up  aloft  —  assisted  by  the  black  friend,  I  soon  reached  the  shore 
and  rowed  to  the  ship  in  one  of  Yam  Yam’s  chops  that  was  lying 
near  the  shore — Now  you  know  the  long  and  the  short  of  it! 

Elliott.  You  did  wrong  in  adventuring  upon  shore  without 
orders,  doubly  so  in  intruding  upon  the  gardens  of  the  Emperor, 
and  shall  be  severely  reprimanded  for  it.  But  the  life  of  a  valu¬ 
able  sailor  must  not  be  lost  to  your  folly— a  boat  shall  be  manned 
ami  row  to  his  rescue  instantly. 

Enter  Midshipman,  r.  h. 

Mid.  The  war-junks  of  the  enemy  are  bearing  down  towards 
us  your  honour. 

Elliott.  I’m  glad  to  hear  it,  Order  a  boat’s  crew  to  row  ashore, 
I’ll  gi\e  them  their  instructions.  [  Going. 

Gos.  Let  me  go  with  ’em  your  honour — flog  me  when  I  come 
back  if  you  like,  1  know  I  deserve  it. 

Elliott.  Well,  perhaps  you  may  be  of  some  assistance,  you 
may  go. 

Gos.  Thank’ee  your  honour!  May  the  feathers  of  friendship 
never  lose  a  wing!*  [Exit. — Report  of  cannon  heard. 

Elliott.  The  work’s  began  !  We’ll  soon  give  the  tea- drinking 
scoundrels  a  hearty  meeting.  The  sons  of  old  Neptune  love  to 
grapple  with  a  foe  on  their  own  domains,  the  wild  weaves  ! 

[Exit  R.  H. 

SCENE  YI. — A  Dungeon ,  with  grated  window  in  .flat,  sup¬ 
posed  to  be  in  the  Fort. — Ben  Block,  discovered. 

Ben.  It’s  all  up — my  cable’s  run  out,  and  I’m  left  to  founder 
in  this  black  looking  berth  without  water  or  biscuits  !  Hard 
lines  Master  Ben— and  all  along  of  them  gals  —  afloat  or  ashore, 
they  are  the  devil !  I  shall  never  see  Sally  Long-stockings  again 
to  give  her  my  bacca  box  or  a  bit  of  my  pigtail  —  poor  dear,  she 
will  pipe  her  eyes  —  no,  she  can’t  do  that  for  she’s  only  got  one 
left,  when  she  hears  I’m  booked  for  glory '.—Sally’s  a  loving  crc- 
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tur,  and  one  as  knows  how  to  box  a  compass  and  fry  a  pan-cak,e 
— then  her  grog,  Lord,  how  she  can  make  it,  and  drink  it  too,  it 
does  one’s  heart  good  to  see  her  swallow  it!  (A  shout  in  the  dis¬ 
tance.  )  What’s  the  row  ?  Another  squall  among  the  Chiney  men, 
mayhap  they’ve  napped  young  Gosling  again.  ( Cannon  heard , 
and  shouts.)  My  shoes  !  but  that  seems  like  earnest — there’s  the 
British  bull-dogs,  pretty  dears,  I  know  their  bark  —  (  Climbs  up 
the  wall  to  the  grated  window .)  It  is  —  they  are  peppering  into 
the  junks — Huzza!  —  go  it  again  my  hearts  of  oak  —  another 
broadside — steady — now  for  it  —  England,  against  the  world  ! — 
(Another  sound  of  cannon.)  They’re  caught  —  huzza!  —  two  of 
the  Chiney  ships  have  gone  down  to  Old  Davy!  —  Tip  it  ’em 
again  you  devils!  ( Jumps  down.)  I  only  wish  I  was  yard-arm 
and  yard-arm  with  some  of  the  swabs!  —  ( Noise  increases  — 
clashing  of  sivords.)  Ulloa  !  the  lads  have  landed  ! 

Gosling,  peeping  in  at  window  in  flat. 

Gos.  Mr.  Block,  we’re  licking  'em  like  winking!  Huzza! 
you’ll  soon  be  out !  —  Murder  ! — be  quiet  —  there’s  a  China-man 
got  hold  of  my  leg! 

[Drops  from  window _ Shouts  and  clashing  of  sivords 

continued  —  a  Sailor  appears  at  the  grating  with 
a  file  and  hammer ,  he  destroys  the  grating. 

Ben.  Fire  away,  Tom  Windlass!  —  give  ’em  another  touch 
with  your  hammer,  and  I’m  out  of  this  lubber’s  hold!  {One  of 
the  bars  gives  way.)  There’s  one  of  the  dogs  gone  ! — at ’em 
again  !  (Another  bar  is  broken.)  Damme,  who’s  afraid?  (A  rope 
is  lowered  through  the  window,  and  Ben  climbs  up.)  Good  bye, 
I’m  going  back  to  my  natural  element, again,  the  salt  seas — and 
curse  me,  if  you  ever  catch  me  ashore  again,  except  to  marry 
Sally  Long-stockings!  [He  scales  the  window. 

[Huzzaing  without  —  Ben  jumps  down _ Music.  — 

Shou  ts  and  noise — Red  fire — the  dungeon  walls  are 
beat  down,  and  discovers  the  Coast,  with  the  Volage 
and  Hyacinth  engaging  the  War  Junks  —  on  the 
shore  a  party  of  Sailors,  headed  by  Ben  arc  fight¬ 
ing  hand  to  hand  with  Lin,  Yam  Yam,  Souchong, 
and  Chinese  Guards  —  Gosling  is  running  from 
Souchong,  who  is  just  striking  him  with  his  spear, 
when  Chopstick  rushes  in  and  knocks  him  down  — 
Gosling  seizes  his  spear  and  stands  over  him. — 
Huzzaing  —  the  Chinese  arc  overpowered  —  Ben 
cuts  Yam  Yam's  tail  off — True  Blue  disarms  him 
— Ben  waves  the  Union  Jack,  centre — Red  fire. 
Blue  signals,  Gong,  SfC. — Hyson  Blossom  runs  on 
to  Gosling  —  Chopstick  is  embraced  by  Ben. — 
“  Rule  Britannia ,”  is  played  in  orchestra. 

CURTAIN. 
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